AT  THE  KAABA                        157

sing-song tones. For a little while I looked at the
diminishing vista of Koran scholars, rather like those
at Azhar, but studying in much more magnificent
surroundings. Between the columns handsome, white
Oriental lamps dangled from chains. They are used
during the feast of Beiram, and as there is a four or
five fold row of them extending in the aggregate for
some miles, I think that they must number several
hundred thousand. On ordinary nights only a few are
put on, during Ramadan, however, the lamplighters
do not forget a single one, and the panorama of
flickering flames leaves Piccadilly or Broadway looking
shabby.

These cloisters are very broad, probably one hundred
feet, but the space is broken by several lines of carved
columns which hold the arched roof. The pillars are all
different. Generations of Shahs, Sultans, Caliphs, and
Amirs have dowered these gorgeous marble structures
upon the famous gallery which runs round an immense,
rectangular, pink and cream paved plain shining with
outrageous brightness behind the shadows of the colon-
nades. So far does this quadrangle stretch that the
cloisters grow minute in the distance. One, perhaps
two, hundred thousand folk can pray simultaneously
within the enclosure, the Haram proper, in whose centre
I saw an isolated, block-shaped, pitch-dark mass, about
thirty feet high and forty feet long. That was the
Kaaba!

The Matof spread out my prayer mat so that it just
faced the temple.